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NA 


Christmas Eve, 198b 


"Mom, please don't make me go, okay? It will be so boring! Lis can go with you and I'll just stay here with 
Taylor." Dave whined. He was about to turn eighteen and his mother still wanted to drag him to her faculty 
Christmas parties. 


"You and Taylor? Alone in the house? Promise me it won't burn down and | suppose we have a deal." 

Dave grinned. He shook his mother's hand and said, "I promise!" 

Taylor was Dave's best friend. They were inseparable, the two of them, since the first day of school that 
year. Taylor was a little younger but they managed to have some classes together. Dave was sitting in the 
back of his math class when this skinny kid with blond hair and tan skin shuffled in. The teacher told the kid to 
sit anywhere and he chose the empty desk beside Dave. 


They instantly felt a connection as they both tuned out during math and paid more attention to talking to each 


other about music. 


Taylor's home life consisted of a very rigid, stern father and an alcoholic mother and an older brother who 
checked in and out any time he wanted. Which was not very frequently, leaving the brunt of his parents’ 
dysfunction on him. He escaped to the Grohls' house as often as possible and Christmas Eve was no exception. 


Showing up at his best friend's house with a black eye, however, was an exception to the rule. Rarely did his 


parents hit him hard enough to leave visible marks. 


Dave's mother took one look at the boy, who tried in earnest to keep it together but as soon as she clucked 


and put a hand on his cheek to tilt his head, he lost the battle. 
‘Its okay, Mrs. G, it doesn't hurt" He sniffled and pushed past her. 
"That's it. Forget this stupid party. | can stay here tonight and take care of all my kids." 


"No! No, | can't make you miss your party. It's fine. It really is. You can take care of it in the morning, okay? 
With french toast and bacon and cinnamon rolls." Taylor smiled at his surrogate Mom. 


She studied him for a moment, the scrutiny making him sniffle once more. She could see she was making 


Taylor uncomfortable so she relented. 


"Come on, Lisa. Let's go and make an appearance and come right back" Then she leaned around the corner and 


down the hall, she yelled, "Dave, Taylor's here!" 

"Thanks, Mrs. G. See you later: 

When Dave bounded down the hallway toward his friend and he saw the boy's eye, he stopped in his tracks 
"What happened?" 

The blonde swallowed and lowered his gaze. "Don't wanna talk about it. Your Mom already asked" 


"Dude.." Dave's voice dropped to a whisper as he took another step toward Taylor. He reached a shaking hand 
out toward his face but the other boy turned away. 


"Nice tree. How come nothing's on it?" 


"That's our job for tonight. We gotta decorate it" Dave was still standing in the foyer of the house as Taylor 


moved into the living room, toward the tree. The boxes of decorations sat around it. 


"Cool!" Taylor grinned and hurriedly unzipped his coat and took off his hat. "My stupid mother got one of those 
fake, white trees and decorated it with fucking pink plastic balls. She said it reminds of her of California" He 
rolled his eyes. "Whatever." 


Dave's heart was literally breaking in two over his best friend. He could feel the resulting tremors in his chest. 
With a scowl, he moved forward to stand in the arched doorway and watch Taylor open the boxes of 
decorations. 

"You gonna help or you gonna stand there all night?" 

He was jarred out of his thoughts and he shook his head. "Gonna help. First, though, we need music, right?" 
"Oh, cool! What do you got?" 

"| got some Bad Brains, Minor Threat, The Stooges, um.. KISS.." 

"Got any Queen?" 

Dave sighed and rolled his eyes. "You know | do because it's all we ever listen to whenever you come over!" 


Taylor smiled. "| like it." 


"I know!" In fact, his present to his best friend was a Queen t-shirt he saw at the mall. He was pretty sure 


Taylor didn't already have it. 


They made a game out of throwing the glass bauble ornaments at the tree and seeing who get the most to 


stay on the tree. Taylor won. When they were finished, the tree was decorated, indeed, but it looked like crap. 
"We'll fix it in the morning.’ Dave said. He was getting eager to give Taylor his gift. 

The blonde shivered then and wrapped his arms around his thin, sweater-clad body. 

"Cold?" 

"Little." 

| can turn on the fireplace." 

"You're gonna make a fire?" 

"Yeah but it's easy. Gas fireplace." Dave went to the mantle and turned the nozzle. Then he lit one of those 
long matches and touched it to the fake logs. The fire blazed nice and bright and drew the blonde boy toward 
it. 


"Wanna watch a scary movie?" 


"| don't like scary movies." He mumbled, not taking his eyes from the fire. 

"I know." Dave replied with a silly grin. "Hang out, I'm gonna go start a kettle for hot chocolate." 

In the kitchen, Dave paused before he picked up the tea kettle that his mother kept on the stove. Poor Taylor. 
Initially, Dave envied the other boy for having both of his parents at home yet. But as he learned how awful 
they were, he started to feel bad. His own mother had struggled with money and with making sure he and Lisa 
had everything they needed, including a loving parent. Having someone like Taylor as a best friend made Dave 
appreciate his mother all the more. It also made him feel protective and loving toward the boy. In a little more 
than a best friend way. 

Dave filled the kettle and turned on the electric stove top. He pulled two mugs from the cupboard and then 
dug around the pantry for the powdered hot cocoa mix. He found the box and, next to it, a bag of 
marshmallows. 


"Hey, dude. You like marsh -" He started to ask his friend as he poked his head out of the kitchen. 


Taylor was sitting back on his heels in front of the fireplace, his head down, bobbing softly as he silently 


sobbed. He either didn't hear Dave or was ignoring him. 

"Tay?" Dave approached him cautiously, knowing the blonde didn't like it when he was caught like this. 

lm okay. Just go make the hot chocolate." 

"But." 

"Gol" He yelled into his palms. 

Dave retreated into the kitchen. Taylor had been upset about his parents before. He'd even shown Dave some 
other bruises. Mostly black and blue marks around his arms where his father had grabbed him too roughly. 
Once he had a bump on the back of his head from his mother throwing a shoe at him. Each time, Dave wanted 


to hug his friend and tell him everything would be okay but Taylor evaded all affection and emotion. 


Dave added extra marshmallows to Taylor's and by the time it was ready, Taylor had composed himself and he 


stood in front of the record player now. 
"Sorry, dude" The blonde boy mumbled as he accepted the mug Dave offered him. 
"Hts cool. What do you want to do now?" 

"You, uh.you got any." 


"Weed?" Dave grinned. 


"Yeah." 
"Course | do. Come on" 
"When's your Mom gonna come home?" 


"Don't know. Here, we'll smoke it out here and when she comes home, we can just toss it into the fireplace. 


We'll hear the garage door open" 
"You sure?" 
"Yep." 


So Taylor was put in charge of dragging over the couch pillows and a blanket while Dave went to his bedroom 


to retrieve the joint he had hidden away in the frame of his bed. 

"This feels weird" Taylor commented when they laid down side by side in front of the fire. 
"Why?" 

"Ihs.cozy" 


And it was. They were wrapped up in a blanket on the floor, drinking hot chocolate, passing a joint back and 
forth, the only light in the room coming from the Christmas tree. 


"It is cozy. | like it" Dave said before he took a drag and inhaled deeply. He exhaled and passed it back to Taylor. 
"| do, too, actually. Thanks, D. First time I've had a good Christmas Eve in a while. 

"Good" 

Dave shifted in their litte nest to put his arm around the other's shoulders but the record started to skip. 
"Hl fix iH" Taylor jumped up. 

The dark haired boy groaned softly and took a sip of his cocoa 

"Hey, Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Mind if | don't put anything else back on right now? Be better to hear your Mom come home." 


"Probably. Good idea" 
Taylor smiled and then dove back under the blanket. He shivered as he curled up beside the older boy. 
"| kind of miss California now, too. Its fucking cold in Virginia, dude." 


Dave laughed. "Yeah but you don't get snow in California, at least not where you were. Wait til we get a good 


snow storm and school gets cancelled You won't be missing it too much then" 
"Can | come here and drink cocoa and make snowmen and shit?" Taylor asked, peering up at his friend. 


"Yeah, man. That'll be cool” Dave glanced down at the boy bundled up in the blanket, one darkened eye peering 
up at him. He could feel his smile fade as he gazed at Taylor. "Tay." 


"D, please don't" 


The joint burned down to the end and Dave threw it in the fireplace. He then inched his way down so that he 


was laying against the pillows, too, almost nose to nose with Taylor. 

"I hate them for hurting you." He whispered. 

"I know. It won't last forever. Soon, | can move out like my brother did” 

"Stay here. Stay with us. For good." 

| can't do that, D. There's no room for me here and your Mom works hard enough to feed you and Lis." 
"She won't care. She'd rather have you here, too, then back there." 

The blonde boy closed his eyes and swallowed the lump in his throat because he knew that was probably true. 
But he still wouldn't put Mrs. G out like that. Besides, it's not like his parents would just let him move out. He 
took a deep breath and squeezed his eyes closed, so much so that it hurt. He held the deep breath when he 
felt a finger softly touch his eyebrow. 

"D, stop." 

Its okay, Tay. Let it out. Nothing wrong with it.” 


The finger became an entire hand and it slowly raked through his hair, pushing it away from his face. 


"D." It was a strangled whine. 


And then there were soft, gentle lips against his forehead. 
"Go on, Tay. You're safe here. | promise." 


All of the kid's defenses were gone. He snuggled himself closer, against his best friend's chest and he sobbed, 
howled and choked, swore and purred. 


"D! | don't fucking understand what | ever did to make them hate me! They hate me! My own fucking parents 
hate me! Why??" 


Dave wrapped his arms around the boy and held him so tightly. As Taylor sobbed and cried against his throat, 
he had to choke back his own tears. 


"| don't know, kiddo. | really don't know. | don't think they hate you. | think they're awful, stupid fucking people 
for hurting you, though." 


"Do you know how | got the black eye?" 

"No. You don't have to tell me, Tay. It's okay. Just stay here and everything will be okay." 

"I failed that math test. | failed the fucking thing by two points. What did you get?" 

‘| failed, too. | got a bl. But it was six points better than the last one so she let me slide." Dave laughed softly. 
"| got punched" Taylor replied in a tiny voice. 

Dave groaned and laid his cheek against Taylor's head. "lm so sorry." 

"Not your fault." 

They clung to each other, Dave stroking his best friend's head lightly until he stopped crying. 
When Taylor raised his head and leaned back, Dave smiled. 

"Sorry, man" 

"Its all right, dude. We're best friends, right?" 

"Right" There was a longing in the blonde's deep, dark eyes. "Why'd you kiss me?" 


The older boy lowered his eyes. "Don't know. That's just how my Mom always makes me feel better so | 


thought." He trailed off, leaving it dangling between the two of them. 


"Your Mom kisses you, dude? Ew!" He joked. 

"Shut up." Dave grinned. 

The hand returned to Taylor's hair and Dave used it to tug the boy back to him for another kiss. Dave 
continued to kiss Taylor until he felt the other boy relax into his embrace. He moved his lips now, wrestling 
against the blonde's urging him to move with him. And he did for a moment but then pulled away, eyes 
lowered to the blanket he was playing with in his hands. 

"You don't have to if you don't want." 

"Are you..D, do you like me?" 


"Yeah, course | do." 


"No, | mean." And he raised his eyes to meet the dark chocolate, deeply concerned eyes of his best friend. "Do 


you LIKE me?" 


Dave grinned. "Nah! No way! No way, man" But his eyes told a different story. They grew wide with panic and 
darted away from Taylor. "| got the fucking munchies, dude. Gonna see what we got to eat." 


Taylor flopped onto his back and ran the heels of his hands over his eyes. He was safe in this house with 
Dave. Dave would never hurt him the way his parents did. Dave cared for him and always made sure he was 
comfortable and didn't get freaked out when he cried. Dave's touch was gentle and soothing. And his kiss..that 
was nice, too. 

"Hey, | found an apple pie in the fridge. You want?" Dave was leaning out the kitchen doorway. 


"Yeah, sure. Sounds good." 


The older boy returned to the nest with the entire pie and two forks. He also had a wrapped package under 


one arm. 


"That's your present. You can open it now if you want." He let the package fall from his underarm into Taylor's 


lap. 


Taylor picked it up and held it, turning it and squeezing it. "D, l.l didn't get you anything." He sadly told his best 
friend. 


"| don't care. Just happy you're here and you're okay." Dave declared just before he stuffed a huge piece of 
pie in his mouth. "Open it" He mumbled, jabbing the fork in the direction of the gift. 


Taylor smiled and ripped into the paper. He revealed a white, baseball style shirt with navy blue sleeves and 


the Queen logo on the front. 

"Dude!" Taylor grinned as he held it up. "It's so cooll" 

"You don't have that one already, do you?" 

"No way! Thanks, D! Its awesome!" 

Without pause, the blonde boy dropped the shirt in his lap and wrapped his arms around Dave's neck. Dave 
could do nothing but sit and hold the pie and his fork while Taylor nuzzled his face against the side of Dave's 
head. 

| was thinking," Taylor whispered. 


The hair on the back of Dave's neck stood on end and he suppressed a shiver. 


"you're my only friend and the only person | ever want to be around and maybe.| don't know.. kissing a few 
times might be okay." 


"Tay." Dave's voice caught in his throat and when he cleared it to try again, Taylor leaned back. 
With a grin, the younger boy picked up a fork. "Gimme that pie." 

Once the pie was devoured and the tin pan and forks were cast aside, the yawning set in. 
"Didn't expect my Mom to still be out. Must be a raging party." 

"Should have gone, then" 

"Nope. I'm good right here." He told Taylor and then slid down into the blankets some more. 


Taylor did the same and actually moved closer to Dave. He gently wrapped his fingers around the older boy's 
forearm and used it to pull Dave toward him. 


‘I'm so glad we moved out here. You're the best friend I've ever had. Merry Christmas, Dave." 
‘Merry Christmas." Dave slid an arm around the other's back. 

"Want to try kissing again?” Taylor looked up and smiled. 

"Only if you do." 


He stretched his neck and laid a tiny kiss against Dave's jaw. And then grew bolder and kissed the corner of 


Dave's mouth. Once he found Dave's lips and kissed them, he felt another arm circle him and hold him tight. He 
still held onto Dave's arm and his other hand was trapped between their chests. Dave let his lips part slightly 
and the tip of his tongue darted out and touched Taylor's bottom lip. The blonde gasped and had to fight back 
the initial instinct to pull away. He wanted to feel Dave's tongue and wanted to put his own in Dave's mouth. 
Cautiously, he, too, parted his lips and allowed the other boy's tongue into his mouth. Dave tasted like apples 
and cinnamon and he was sure he would taste the same. The hands on his back moved slowly up and down. 
Taylor felt reassured and comforted and, above all, safe, in Dave's arms. 

It was Dave who pulled away this time, panting softly. 

"Did | do something wrong?" Taylor panicked. 

"No. It was good. Did you like it?" 

"Yeah." The blonde grinned shyly and looked down again, another yawn breaking free. 

"Want to sleep?" 

"Could. But then we'll miss Santa." 

"He never comes if you stay awake, though." 


Taylor smiled but made no reply. He wound an arm around Dave and nestled in against his chest. "Thanks, D" 


"No problem, man" Dave kissed the top of the other boy's head and then turned to rest his cheek there as he 


closed his eyes. 


When they arrived home, Dave's mother and sister found the boys just like that; cuddled together on the floor 
in front of the fireplace. 


Through the hazy fog of a deep slumber, Dave opened an eye and saw a shadowy figure moving silently 
through the living room. He pulled Taylor closer and the younger boy moaned softly, a sigh escaping his parted 
lips. 


"Thank you, Santa." Dave whispered. 


"You're welcome, David. Merry Christmas." 


